The Ht forte of King Lear . 

The too and fro conflicting wind and raine, 

This night wherin the cub-drawne Bcare would couch. 
The Lyon, and the belly pinched Wolfe 
Keepcthcirfurre dry, vnbonneted he runnes. 

And bids what will take all. 

Km, But who is with him ? 

gent. None but the foole, who labours to out-ieft 
His heart ftrooke iniuries. 

Kent, Sir I doe know you. 

And dare vpon the warrant ofnry Arte, 

Commend a deare thing to you, there is diuifion. 
Although as yet the face ofit be couer’d. 

With mutuall cunning, twixt ^Albany and (,'ornrva& 

But true it is, from France there comesapower' 

Into this fcattered kingdome, who alreadie wife in our 
Haue fecrct feet in fomeofour bed: Ports, (negligece. 
And areat pointto fhew their open banner. 

Now to you, if on my credit you dare build fo far re, 

T o make your fpeed to Douer,you fhall find 
Some that will thanke you, making iuft report 
Of how vnnaturalland bemadding forrow 
The King hath caufe to plains, 

I am a Gentleman of blood and breeding, 

And from fome knowledge and affurancc. 

Offer this office to you. 

Gent. I will talke farther with you, 

Kem. No doe not, 

For confirmation that I much more 
Then my out-wall, open this purfe and take 
What it containes, if you fhall fee Cordelia, 

As fearenot but you fhall, fhew her this ring, 

And lhe will tell you who your fellow is, 

Thatyety ou doe not know, fie on this ftorme, 

I will goe feeke the King . 

g ( »t . Giue mey our hand, haue you no more to fay? 

Kent. Few words but to effett more then all yet: 
That when we haue found the King. 

He this way, you that, he that firft lights 




Enter 


TkHijlmeof King Lear. 

On him, hollow the other. Exeunt. 

Enter Lear and Foole. 

Lear. Blow wind & cracke your checkes, rage, blow 
You caterickes,& Hircanios fpout til you haue drencht. 

The fteeples drown’d the cockes, you fulpherous and 
Thought executing fires, vaunt-currers to 
Oke-cleauing thunderboults, finge my whitehead, 

And thou all (haking thunder, finite flat 
The thiclce Rotunditie of the world, cracke natures 
Mold, ail Germains fpill at once that make 
Ingratefull man. 

Foole. ONunckle, Court holy waterinadriehoufc 
Is better then this raine water out a doore. 

Good Nuncklein,and askethy daughters blefltng, 

Heers a night pities nether wife man nor foole. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly fuil,fpit fire, fpout raine. 

Nor raine, wind, thunder ,fire, are my daughters, 

I taskenotyou you elements with vnkindnes, 

I neuer o-aue you kingdome, cald y ou children. 

You owe me no fubfcription.why thenlet fall your horrible 
Here I ftad your flaue,apoorcinfirme weak & (plefure 

Defpis’d otdd man,but yet I call you feruile _ . 

Miniflers,that haue with a .pernitious daughters loin d 
Your high engedred battel gainft a head fo old & white 

As this, O tisfoule. , 

Foole . Hee that has a houfe to put hisheadm, has a good 
headpeece,the Codpeece that will houfe before the head, has 
anythe head and heefhall lowfe, fo beggers maty many, the 
man that makes his toe, what hee his heart fliould make, lmll 
haue a cornc cry woe , and turne his fleepe to wake , for 
there was neuer yet faire woman butlhee made mouthes m a 

§la lear . No Iwillbethepatterne of all patience En.ter Kent. 
I will fay nothing. 

Kent. Whofethere? , 

Foole. Marry heers Grace, & a codpis, that s a wueman and 

a foole. 

Kent, Alas fir, fit you here ? . 
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